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It was certainly very odd. A moment later a bullet took a bite out of a
policeman's helmet. Bullets were chipping bits out of a wall on the
opposite side of the road and ricochetting down the street.
"Now, gentlemen," said the policeman, "it's quite silly standing
here. Don't want to get killed, do you?"
We were careless of being killed because, at the time of history, we
were not familiar with death by Tommy-guns or other weapons,
especially in a London street. An old woman went across the road with
some washing under her arm. Anarchists or no anarchists she was
going to do her job.
I heard the story as far as it was known. There had been the murder
of a young Russian in a house in a neighbouring street. His body,
dripping blood, had been carried there by two or three men. One of the
men had been identified as Peter the Painter, another Russian. The
police had got on his trail. They located him with two other men in the
Sidney Street house. When they went to arrest him the men inside the
house had opened fibre and three policemen were killed and three
severely wounded. Now they were preventing the police from getting
near by constant fire, and they were good shots, who could make a
pattern no bigger than a playing card on any spot they used for their
target. It was certain death for any Bobby who exposed himself for a
second. There were masses of Bobbies, but they crouched under the
wall running at right angles from the house, and were under orders not
to get killed needlessly.
"Now, you can't stand here!" shouted the policeman nearest to us.
"You gentlemen of the Press must take cover. We don't want this street
littered with corpses."
We decided to get a good observation post on the Rising Sun which
was almost immediately opposite the anarchists' house, a three-storey
building of red brick. The man who kept the pub decided to make hay
while the sun shone. He demanded a "quid" from anyone who wished
to go on his roof. We all wished to go there, but I had no golden
sovereign in my purse and only Is. 6d. in my pocket. A friend came to
my rescue. It was Macer Wright of the Westminster Gazette who
offered generously to lend me the "quid". So on to the roof we went,
and looked at a slight angle into the windows of the red brick villa. All
view inside was concealed by dirty curtains. Presently a body of Scots
Guards came up and deployed at the end of the street and then lay
down on their stomachs on newspaper placards, sniping at the windows
from which the bullets were issuing in spasms of fire. They seemed to
have no lack of ammunition, tho$e anarchists.
"Good Lord!" said a voice at my side presently, "there's Winston,
Just like him to come here and watch the fun."